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author's tongue in his cheek. That's it in a nutshell, Miss
Collins—our tongues are in our cheeks—bad sign. Nevei
mind ; I'm going to out-Piero Cosimo with this. Your head
an inch higher, and that curl out of your eye, please.
Thanks! Hold that ! By the way, have you Italian
blood ? What was your mother's name, for instance ? "
" Brown."
" Ah ! You can never tell with Browns. It may have
been Brune—or Bruno—but very likely she was Iberian.
Probably all the inhabitants of Britain left alive by the
Saxons were called Brown. As a fact, that's all tosh,
though. Going back to Edward the Confessor, Miss Collins
—a mere thirty generations—we each of us have one thous-
and and seventy-four million, five hundred and seventy-
three thousand, nine hundred and eighty-four ancestors,
and the population of this island was then well under a
million. We're as inbred as racehorses, but not so nice to
look at, are we ? I assure you, Miss Collins, you're some-
thing to be grateful for. So is Mrs. Mont. Isn't she
pretty ? Look at that dog ? "
Ting-a-ling, indeed, with forelegs braced, and wrinkled
nose, was glaring, as if under the impression that Victorine
was another bone.
" He's funny," she said, and again her voice sounded far
away. Would Mrs. Mont lie here if he'd asked her ? She
would look pretty ! But she didn't need the fifteen bob !
" Comfortable in that position ? "
In alarm, she murmured :
" Oh ! yes, thank you ! "
" Warm enough ? "
" Oh ! yes, thank you ! "
" That's good.    Just a little higher with the head."
Slowly in Victorine the sense of the dreadfully unusual
faded. Tony should never know. If he never knew, he

